TUMBLING   IN  THE   HAY

identified me, I didn't know from Adam's race,
never served him with a drink and nobody identifiec
him.    As the saying is, * the Law's an ass/ and th<
licensing laws------"

" Wait awhile," Weary interjected, waving a stained
forefinger. " Wait awhile. There's a distinct differ-
ence between shooting and killing. I hold that you
can shoot a dead man but that you can't kill him,"

a But nobody killed him," said Mr. Golly,

"Wait awhile. It doesn't matter who or what
killed him. You can shoot him after someone else
killed him, can't you ? Or after he died ?"

441 suppose you can," said Mr. Golly. " But
who'd hit a man when he's down ?"

" That's not the point," Weary insisted. " The point
is that the Citizen will be charged with shooting------"

" It must be with intent."

" But he did not shoot at all," I objected.

" He had the intention," Weary persisted.

" That's what I sez," Golly argued, *4 There must
be intent. You took the words------"

How long the confusion would have continued I
cannot say; but Michael the curate, returning a roller
towel to its roller, clicked it back sharply behind
Golly. Fat men as a rule have good nerves. It may
have been a familiar sound to Golly, but it made
Weary, who could not see the source of the noise,
jump as if he heard a revolver missing fire.

** I advise him anyway," said Golly as he left the
shop, " to see Foxey Friery. He knows a lot about
dead-houses and he's well up."

As usual, it was hard to get a connected history
out of the Citizen. As far as could be ascertained,
between his exaltations and exclamations at the wonder
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